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THE ALDINE. 



The Aldine: 

THE ART JO URN A L OF A ME RICA . 
CoNDUCTEp BY James Sutton. 



NEW YORK, MARCH, 1876. 



ELOPEMENT IN 'SEVMNTY-FIVE. 

THE STORY HER GREAT-GRANDCHILD TOLU. 

More than a century gone, to-day — 
Great-grandmamma Baldwin ran away. 

Great-great-grandfather rose with a frown : 

Something unpleasant he'd heard in town 

That day had angered his powdered head. 

He was a Tory, the neighbors said — 

Believed in the right divine of kings; 

The stamp act, and other ridiculous things 

'Gainst which the general discontent 

Which had arisen, of late found vent 

In widespiiead rumors of imminent war. 

The old man, scowling, in accents far 

From mild, said, suddenly : " Margery, hark ! 

I hear Jack Baldwin, the wild young spark 

Who has dangled of late at your apron-string. 

Will join these rebels against the king, 

Who are plotting now, and will soon unfurl 

Their traitorous banner. Hark ye, girl ! 

Sooner than see my daughter wed 

With a rebel, I'd see her lying dead. 

Whatever has gone, let it be forgot ; 

And pass him as if you saw him not. 

When next you meet in the street. — 'Od zounds ! 

On all sides now this sedition sounds. 

I'll have no speech with traitors who brave 

His sacred Majesty's might. — God save 

The king ! The troops down Boston way 

Will have work for their hands some fine spring day.' 

Margery's cheek turned white and red. 

As she courtesied low with a drooping head ; 

And her heart was thumping in rapid beats 

That rustled the closely written sheets . 

Of a letter -that nestled safe within 

Her snowy kerchief of cambric thin ; — 

" Sweetheart Margery I " so it began : 

Never mind how the rest of it ran ! 

Plenty of raptures and fulsome praise, 

Passionate pleading in stilted phrase 

As the fashion w'as — but the vows, you know, 

Were not for us, so we'll let them go. 

And come to a sentence or two that were penned 

In bold free characters close. to the end. 
" Eleven o'clock, at the garden gate. 

With Firefly saddled, sweet, I'll wait. 

Oh I if you love me — " (Here some more 

Vows and raptures we'll jnst skip o'er.) 

— " Sixteen miles into Middlebrook town : 

At sister Charity's lighting down. 

We'll find them waiting, however late. 

With the. parson ready to join our fate 

In the bond no father on earth can sever - 

Love, if yon love me, <:fl««^/ Forever 

Your own — Jack Baldwin." 

Well, as I said, 

Margery hung her blushing head 

At sound of her father's ^tem command. 

And courtesied, though she could hardly stand ; 

Then, sad and silent, iind sick at heart. 

To her own little chamber stole apart. 

Forth from its hiding^lace she drew 

The letter, and read it -through and through ; 

Then with a colorless, wistful face. 

Sat eagerly gazing away into ^ace 

Through wondering frightened eyes. Below, 

She heard the hurrying footsteps go ; . 

The noisy closing of shutter and door. 

The clattering stride o'er the oaken floor. 

The old stair creaked 'neath the heavy tread. 
As the latest laggard passed to bed. 

Then all was silent ; the household slept ; 
And lonely the maiden her vigil kept. 
Thrilled and filled with longing and dread. 

She thought of the day when her mother said 
(She blushed the while with a conscious pride). 
No honester youth in the country-side 
She could find for a.girl to wed, than Jack ; 
And minded how, only a few months back. 
Her father had smiled when her lover came, 
With his hasty stride and his cheek on flame. 
Up the garden-walk. Oh, liow could she fling 
Her love aside ! Yet aii awfiil thing 
Is a father's curse for a daughter to brave. 
What if at last she sank to her grave 
Still unforgiven ! All this, and more, 
The damsel pondered over and o'er ; 



One moment faint with a wild despair. 
And ready, the next, to do and to dare 
All for her love. And so — and so — 
The end of the struggle of course you know : 
E'en while slje wavered her fingers flew. 
Nimble and deft, to their office true. 
Till she stood by the oval mirror, dressed 
From head to foot in her Sunday best. 

Stiff' white damask with flowers of gold, 
Falling in many a stately fold. 
With rich old laces at arm and throat ; 
Wide open in front o'er a petticoat 
Of pale blue satin, quilted in fine 
Criss-crosses, and 'broidered with leaf and vine. 
Quaint little slippers with tall red heels. 
And burnished buckle that half conceals 
The open-worked stocking with scarlet clocks. 
Perched on the top of her powdered locks. 
Which, piled over lofty cushions, grew 
Into a structure grand to view. 
Sat the most coquettish, dangerous cap. 
That e'er caused a lover's heart to rap 
Against an embroidered waistcoat. Nigh . 
To the pouting red lips — Oh fy , oh fy ! — 
Rested the most provoking patch 
That ever tempted a man to siuitch 
A kiss from a rounded, glowing cheek, 
Where the roguish dimples play hide-and-seek. 
Gloves that reached to the elbow quite. 
Woven of silk, and so fine and slight 
The two might be drawn through a wedding-ring. 
To the plump arras clung ; and loving to cling 
To a slender neck as white as the snow 
Was a necklace — only a single row 
Of bright gold beads, held back and tied 
With white love-ribbon a half-inch viride. 



Solenm and slow the moments pass, 

As Margery stares at herself in the glass. 

Looks and listens. 

The great hall clock 
Is striking eleven ! A suddeii shock 
Of terror runs' through her quaking heart. 
Another, too, waiting there apart — 
Waiting and glancing over the edge 
Of the garden's thickset, thorny hedge, 
Hearkens the old clock's steady stroke : 
A stalwart form in a horseman's cloak — 
Handsome Jack, with his winsome face 
White almost as his ruffles of lace. 
With the struggle sore of hope and despair 
That has rent his heart in his vigil there. 
Hist ! A step on the garden walk ! 
Is it a vision that comes to mock 
His whirling senses ? A figure dim. 
Cloaked andyhooded, steals out to him. 
Trembling. Ah, this is no phantom, raised 
By his own vain fancy. " God be praised ! 
Margery ! Darling — at last, at last ! " 
One forward stride and he holds her fast. 
Close to his heart, and the fond lips meet 
Once more in a love-kiss long and sweet. 

Quick to the saddle the gallant springs. 
") Light to the pillion behind he swings 
The pale-faced maiden ; and then the hush 
Of the silence gives place to the rapid rush 
Of beating hoofs ; they are off and away. 

Well ! Of course. On the following day. 
When the old man Curzon woke at dajvn^ 
To find his daughter Margery gone. 
There was a scen^. For a day and a year 
They say the old man never would hear 
The runaway's name. But at last, he, too, 
Behaved as a sensible parent should do — 
Forgot and forgave. 

Meantime there came 
The news of Lexington's massacre, shame 
Of the British ; the first baptism in blood 
Of our young Republic, for whom a flood 
From brave hearts flowed — whose cradle for years 
Was rocked on a tide of blood and tears. 
When the first sound of Concord's gun 
Told that the battle had truly begun — 
The long, sore battle for freedom and right, — 
Jack marched away to the thick of the fight. 
With Margery's kiss on his lips. And she 
Through the long, dark days sat patiently — 
Like many another matron and maid — 
Waiting at home, and worked and prayed,— 

Till Jack came back and the old "kings-arm " 
Was hung o'er the chimney -shelf, safe from harm ; 
And the old regimentals, tattered enough, — 
The worn Continental blue-and-buff. 
He hung away, with a spa.sm of pride. 
With his sword and bayonet close beside, 
And donning the suit he had worn before, 
Went back to his everyday work once more. 



For the struggle was over, the war was done. 
And the freedom we hold to-day was won ; 
And Jack and Margery settled down 
The happiest couple in all the town : 
One lesson learned from them, good to-day — 
They are not all cowards, who run away ; 
And the one elopement that no one harms, 
Ls that of true love to faithful arms. 

— Alice Williams. 



ASPECTS OF THE HILLS. 



The hills are almost as varied in aspect as the 
ocean. If not as kaleidoscopic in form, yet they are 
so in color and light. There is something human in 
the diverse moods of a range of hills, and one learns 
to love them in their inexhaustible changes as one 
loves the play of expression in the face of a friend. 
The more intimate one gets with them, the more se- 
crets they tell ; but know them as well as you may, 
they will now and then reveal themselves to you in 
some unexpected guise. I remember the shock of 
surprise which a familiar mountain once gave me. 
Suddenly it seemed to have risen a thousand feet. 
The illusion was perfect: cloud and atmosphere 
together had wrought a miracle, and the grand old 
pile stood on tiptoe. 

If one lives within a few miles of a mountain meas- 
uring two or three thousand feet, with smaller hills 
flanking it, and if one commands an unobstructed 
view of these, one has reason to include the circum- 
stance in one's daily thanksgivings. With such a heri- 
tage one never need be envious of the towering maj- 
esty of Mount Washington or the Sierras. These can 
easily be left to tourists and the raptures of great poets. 
Less lofty, unrenowned hills are sufficient for every- 
day use. 

Such hills are as much given to romance, in their 
humbler way, as the snowy peaks of the Alps. There 
are days when they wrap themselves in their royal 
mantles and withdraw from too close observation. 
What goes on in their rocky caves and along their 
seamed sides on such days they never reveal. The 
Sphinx is not more reticent. A purple haze broods 
over them and hides all minor features, so that they 
are seen only in heroic outline, like colossal figures 
of antique art The atmosphere has done the work 
of Titans and carried them miles away. 

This is the poetry of the hills. One would never 
guess at the change which a few hours can effect in 
the enticing .picture : there is an almost terrible real- 
ism in it If the atmosphere is transparent enough, 
and the sky is lined with thin white cloud, the violet 
has turned to a dull glare of green, and the soft, dra- 
peried forms into hard, rigid lines, unrelieved by any 
shadow. The hills are never so harshly repel lant as 
in this revealing light, which relentlessly betrays every 
unloveliness of detail. Bare spots appear here and 
there that were never suspected ; the rocks look bald 
and shrtoken. This is the hard prose of the moun- 
tains. It is like reading stock quotations after a fasci- 
nating idyl. One never so realizes the value of a 
little color as when the hills are thus shorn of their 
romance. They are like those human faces which 
have settled into hard, dull lines, from which not only 
the bloom of youth has faded, but which are never 
■illuminated by feeling. A little intelligence or en- 
thusiasm would warm them up and make them 
beautiful. 

There are numberless shades of dark blue in the 
hills, between the first day of January and the last of 
December. The delicate differences of effect are as 
inexhaustible as the hours that chronicle them ; but 
they must all be roughly classed under one head. 
This is one of the commonest aspects of small moun- 
tain scenery. The purplish masses lie back in simple, 
solid majesty, neither idealized in illusive light nor 
harshly bare from lack of it One never gets so just 
an estimate of their real strength as now : they neither 
borrow nor lend, but are simply and truly themselves. 
There is a healthful tonic in the sight of them, which 
quietly invigorates and strengthens the mind. When 
they are wrapped in golden haze, or swim in soft 
splendors, the effect is like intoxication — one is stim- 
ulated to all manner of wild, vagrant fancies ; but 
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